THE 





“<I never watch TV.’ Why do people 
say this? If 95 per cent of the popula- 
tion never watches TV, why are beer 
companies wasting somuch money on 
commercials?”—Page 11 
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Cut Off the Whangdoodles 


bout once a week somebody begs 

me to write a letter or march 
down Pennsylvania Avenue or carry 
a sandwich board for The Arts. 

The government is killing The 
Arts. 

Gingrich is trying to get rid of 
the National Endowment. 

It’s a dark day for The Arts. Or 
at least this is what people claim. 

Look. ’'m gonna say this one 
time and one time only. 

I don’t give a flying Frito about 

the arts. 

3 Take that money and build a 
playground with it. Hire some more 
trash collectors for the Washington 
Mall—it was a dang mess the last 
time I was there. Hire a few extra 
cops. But don’t be flinging money 
around for The Arts. 

I’ve seen this stuff. ’'ve seen the 
weirdbeard performance art, and 
the Mapplethorpe whangdoodle 
photos, and the Womb Goddess les- 
bian ballet troupes, and most of it is 
just plain boring. But even if it 
wasn't boring—even if it was the 
greatest art since Michelangelo 
sculpted King David with his pants 
down—it still doesn’t have diddly 
squat to do with federal taxes. 

Everybody knows that if you 
took a poll of the people on this, they 


would vote at least 97 per cent to Michelle Bauer (left) learns to deal with girlfriend Ghetty 


stop giving out this money. 
And they don’t care about art, 





Chasun’s handicap—she’s a vampire—in the sensitive low- 


budget neck-chewing lesbian morality tale, Red Lips. 


and they don’t care about artists. Theyjust flatdon’t ofem twenty bucks. The ones who really know what 
like welfare—but especially welfare for guys with theyre doing don’t even need my twenty bucks, and 
bad nose rings who live in the East Village and paint they don’t need the government’s money either. 


neon stripes on rocks all day. 


Look. There’s a very simple way for artists to 


I know plenty of writers, and artists, and film- make money. 
makers, and theatre people, and 1 wouldn’t loan any Charge admission. 


Sell the dang painting. 

Get a corporation to commission the sculpture. 

Give an investor a percentage of your film. 

Make a royalty deal with a publisher. 

In other words, be a grownup. 

But please stop asking Jesse Helms to give you 
money. It makes the real artists look bad. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this. 

Speaking of a guy who will never be funded by 
the NEA, exploitation cheapie-meister Donald 
Farmer, the one-man film industry of Cookeville, 
Tennessee, has a new one out called Red Lips, and 
I don’t know what kind of film Don’s been experi- 
menting with, but this thing looks like it was made 
with a Low-8 camcorder and taped over an old 
episode of The Cajun Chef. 

Fortunately, it stars the luscious Michelle Bauer, 
busting out of her Japanese kimono as she falls in 
love with a stringy-haired bloodsucking lesbian 
vampire with a pierced eyebrow and a one-neck-a- 
day habit. Yes, you’ve guessed it by now. It’s the 
immortal Ghetty Chasun, last seen as the corpse- 
loving bustier-wearing party girl in Gorotica. This 
girl is making a whole career of flicks never seen 
outside underground punk clubs. 

This is the old story of the innocent street girl 
who goes to the clinic to sell her blood and ends up 
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When Dan Fendley finds his girlfriend’s hand 
in the refrigerator, Michelle tries to tell him 
there’s a rational explanation. 

getting lured into a program to test a secret virus. 
One scene later, she’s sucking the blood off her leg. 
Two scenes after that, it’s Jugular Mainlining Time. 

Fortunately, the luckless vampiress meets up 
with foxy babe Michelle Bauer, who’s just broken up 
with her girlfriend, Kitten Natividad. Yes, I said 
Kitten Natividad. Yes, the famous stripper and star 
of Russ Meyer films in the sixties. Yes, she of the 
humongo supremos. 

I know what you’re wondering: How does Kitten 
look thirty years later? 

Don’t ask. 

The bathtub scene is tough. 

Nine dead bodies. Twenty-six breasts. Multiple 
lesbo aardvarking. Blood-coughing. Multiple neck- 
ripping, in closeup. Corpse-carving. Hand rolls. 
Gratuitous shower scene. Fang Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Bill Randolph, as the 
carpet salesman who lures young girls to his hotel 
room with promises of free Boone’s Farm; Francesca 
(Kitten) Natividad, as the spurned lesbo girlfriend, 
for taking that bath and springing those babies out 
of the chute, even at her age; Michelle Bauer, still 
Queen of the B’s, for loving the vampire so much she 
helps her shop for sunglasses and troll for musicians 
she can devour, and for saying “It’s not your fault— 
well get through this together”; and Ghetty Chasun, 
as the vampire, for piercing every available part of 
her body (that we know of), and for screaming “You 
don’t know what I am!” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


New York char- 
acter actor Curt 
Tosches almost au- 
ditioned for the up- 
coming occult fea- 
ture Blackest Night. 
Apparently while he 
was flipping through 
the script at the open 
call, he found a poul- 
try bone stuck be- 
tween the pages. “I 
didn’t want to get in- 
volved with any voo- 
doo shit, so I left before they 
called me to read.” He figures 
the reason he got stuck in the 
elevator on the way out was due 
to “negative vibes from the bird.” 
Chicken. 

Seattle-based producer/di- 
rector Gabe Hunt (Ghost on the 
Beach) was raising coin for his 
next shot-on-video epic, Virtual 
Murder, when heran into asnag. 


Debbie Rochon 


Fowl Play 


“The cameraman 
won't shoot the next 
flick till I pay him 
for the last one. Hey, 
he’s got the cam- 
era,” spouted Hunt. 
“If he wants to hold 
up production over 
a lousy hundred 
bucks .. . then it’s 
on his head.” 

And speaking 
of being on one’s 
head, Nick Most- 
reoli, a New York-based actor, is 
currently writing a script about a 
redneck limbless corpse. “I’m hop- 
ing New Line or Full Moon will 
option it. It’s about a cadaver that 
rides his phantom horse on Hal- 
loween and literally falls apart 
while torturing a small town.” I’ve 
fallen apart over less. 

Los Angeles actress Cindy 
Cane had no problem turning 


_ ae od his sremer 


down her first B film. “When 
they told me I got the part in 
Trashy Dreams, I understood 
that it was a story about a girl 
with bad nightmares. I never 
thought they would want me to 
act them out!” Who thinks up 
these titles? 

The vampire flick To Love in 
Vein may never see the light of 
day. During the first two weeks 
of shooting in Arizona, three of 
the actors apparently needed 
tetanus shots after filming their 
“bite” scenes. A certain makeup 
artist stated that the fake fangs 
weren't made in a sanitary man- 
ner, and caused the movie to 
halt production until the actors 
recovered from their neck infec- 
tions. 

—DEBBIE ROCHON 

If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o TJBR, P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Should Lance Ito have thrown out the journalistic jurors? 


Writes Don’t Make a Wrong 


nly in California. 
People kept getting kicked off the 
O.J. jury for “planning to write a book.” 

First of all, what difference does it 
make? 

Nine million people a day decide 
their life is so danged fascinating they'll 
write a book about it, but none of them 
ever actually do it. 

And those who do doit—thetwoor ™ 
three who actually scratchit out—can’t gg 
write worth a flip, so they can’t sell it. 

You might as well kick people off 
the jury for vowing to “move to Hawaii . 
after this is all over.” Cause they’re not . — 
gonna do that, either. 

But let’s assume there was a pub- a a 
lisher who decided to buy one of these Danny Bonaduce gets busted—again—in the hilarious 
juror’s stories, and go up against the cheapie America’s Deadliest Home Video. 

Joe McGinnis book, and the Dominick Dunne book, does it make?” 

and the ten other books that will be out now that it’s We'd just have an eyewitness account of a year 

over. of claustrophobic living and bickering and a boring 

I’m still wondering, “What the heck difference retelling of the jury deliberations. Or, if we really 
| 2 oe lucked out, an exciting retelling of the jury delibera- 

tions. 

But the idea seems to be, “Well, if the guy is 
writing a book, then he won’t be a fair juror.” 

Why not? 

Let’s assume he’s biased as hell. Which way is he 
gonna vote to make his book come out better? Guilty 
or innocent? 

If O.J. is guilty, it’s a great trial story. 

If O.J. is innocent, it’s still a great trial story. 

So how could this possibly affect the outcome of 
the trial? He’s just gonna go ahead and vote his 
conscience and then write about it. The last time I 
looked, it wasn’t illegal to write about something. 

But what I really wanna know is, “How did the 
judge find out they were writing books?” 

— | Apparently they were taking notes, and the 
; notes were seized by deputies, and blah blah blah. 

What a bunch of dummies. 

All they had to do was sit through the trial, then 
order a trial transcript! They could probably even 
get a publisher to pay for it. Heck, they could 
probably just watch the Court TV videos that are 
already being released. Every day’s coverage would 
remind them of what was happening behind. the 
scenes on that day. They could reconstruct it. And 
voila! Half-million advance from Grove/Atlantic. 














Armed robbers Mollena Williams, Mick Wynhoff I've done three-hour interviews during which 
and Melora Walters adopt Danny as their per- I've written down nothing—to give the person the 
sonal video documentarian. impression that I was not going to print what he was 


saying. I had it all on tape anyway. 

This stuff is easy. What we should 
really be worried about is people so dumb 
they can’t figure out how to do it, sitting 
on the jury of the most celebrated trial of 
the century. 

Speaking of great American stories, 
America’s Deadliest Home Video is the 
best B-movie release of the year, and the 
only one absolutely no one has seen. 
Theyre having a rough time getting the 
word out on this baby, in spite of the top- 
notch performance of the legendary Danny 
Bonaduce, of Partridge Family and sub- 
stance abuse fame. 

Danny plays a nerdy husband who’s 
in love with his camcorder, and the whole 





movie is his attempt to record his life “for Danny gets obnoxious with real-life wife Gretchen 


posterity.” Unfortunately, his desire for 
more and more reality results in getting his wife on 
tape while having sex—with another man. Think- 
ing quickly, he steals the family van and sets off 
across America, doing goofball poses in cornfields, 
bird-dogging women on the streets of Chicago, and 
eventually filming a guy who pushes a stolen car off 
a cliff into a rock quarry in Wisconsin. Jump-cut to: 
a crazed woman with a shotgun staring down the 
barrel of his fish-eye lens, asking him what the F is 
up. 

Welcome to the Clint Dryer gang—three conve- 
nience store specialists who decide they kinda like 
having their exploits recorded on tape. And pretty 
soon weve got Spinal Tap meets Natural Born 
Killers. 





They needed it. He had it. 


Bonaduce. 


Every scene of the flick is seen through Danny’s 
viewfinder, which sounds like it might get kinda old, 
but it doesn’t a-tall. In fact, the psycho killer gang 
leader eventually decides he wants to do a little 
camera work of his own, starring his abused blonde 
girlfriend and her Victoria’s Secret wardrobe, if you 
know what I mean and I think you do. 

One of the finest movies ever made in Racine, 
Wisconsin. 

Thirteen dead bodies. Four breasts. Aardvarking. 
Car shoved off a cliff. Three shootouts. Aardvarkus 
interruptus. Two fistfights. Gratuitous Jet-skiing. 
Marijuana Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Gretchen Bonaduce, as the cheating wife 
who doesn’t like a fish-eye lens being used for 
closeups of her nose; Mick Wynhoff, as the starry- 
eyed sociopath who says “She’s a bitch, but she’s a 
great shot”; Mollena Williams, as the charming 
shotgun-wielding trigger-woman, for saying “I’m 
going to watch you die like a pig”; Danny Bonaduce, 
as the video nerd who falls in love with the gun moll; 
Melora Walters, as the bimbo girlfriend who doesn’t 
feel like she gets enough interview time; and Jack 
Perez, the writer/director, for doing things the drive- 
in way. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 

(If you have trouble finding this one, drop me a 
line and I'll send you the ordering information.) 





| ies wanted to 
go around the 
world with efferves- 
cent B-babe Jewel 
Shepard? Simply 
check out her latest 
campy video re- 
lease, Jewel Naked 
Around the World. 
It’s essentially a 
light-hearted video 
travelogue docu- 
menting Jewel’s 
trip through Eu- 
rope, interspersed 
with nude clips from 
her past film and 


video projects from the seventies and eighties. The 





hotel and casino), 
and another in 
Paris (the Louvre), 
but isn’t satisfied 
till she hits the real 
thing in Egypt. She 
takes us to a city in 
the Netherlands 


... Wherein we report from the which (despite nu- 
underground, the counter-culture, 
€he out-of-€the-mainstream, ano €Ehe to pronounce cor- 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, __ rectly(Maastricht), 
movies, comic books, ano other 
places where misfits owell. i See 


merous attempts) 
she never manages 


shows us the fa- 
mous Mannikin Pis 


of a little boy 


peeing), and impersonates a sculpture in an ancient 


basic premise is that Jewel is on a quest to find a Germancathedral. And ofcourse, in between, there’s 





Jewel takes Karope on ...and her clothes off. 


plenty of Jewel nekkidness. If she’s not 
writhing around in whipped cream or 
impersonating Elvis, she’s doing a to- 
tally nude exercise video with the leg- 
endary Michelle Bauer. Jewel Na- 
ked Around the World is only available 
for a limited time, so once they’re gone, 
they’re gone. To get acopy, send $33.50, 
payable to: Jewel Shepard Fan Club, 
P.O. Box 480265, Los Angeles, CA 
90048. 
aa 

“Children are greedy little capital- 
ists who will do anything for money, 
provided it doesn’t require the con- 
sumption of green, leafy vegetables.” 
This sentiment, excerpted from an ar- 
ticle in the 32-page newsprint publica- 
tion, Harpoon, was inspired by a re- 
sourceful child who, upon receiving his 
first tooth-fairy cash reward, attempted 
to yank out his remaining teeth. Pub- 
lished bi-weekly, Timothy Tielman’s 
Harpoon is a political, issue-driven 
humor magazine (no advertising) fea- 
turing columns by Dave Barry, Calvin 
Trillin, and even Joe Bob. It contains 
pages of political cartoons and a col- 
umn called “News of the Weird” which 
highlights strange-but-true news 
items. (In one, an archeologist who 
was serving twenty years in prison for 
murder was caught trying to escape. 
He was digging his way out.) A year’s 
subscription goes for $24, payable to: 
Harpoon, 1685 Elmwood Ave. #208, 
Buffalo, NY 14207. 


pyramid: “I’m looking for that perfect, perfect pyra- € 
mid. That spiritual pyramid that will make my life During the sixties and seventies, the European 
meaningful.” She finds one in Vegas (the Luxor horror film underwent a slow metamorphosis—it 


6 


started going kinky—and the genre has never been 
the same since. The cinematic roots of this move- 
ment can be traced to what the French call the 
fantastique, describing films that are erotic, way 
out, and full of potent, frightening and somewhat 
inexplicable images. More surreal than sexy, early 
European fantastique films were restrained in their 
eroticism by fear of censorship. Even so, the films 
were not only too intense for 
U.S. and overseas consumption, 
but the censors were having a 
ball, snipping out many key 
scenes. As the sixties pro- 
gressed, censorship relaxed, 
films became more sexy, per- 
verse and bizarre, and the lines 
between sex and horror became 
blurred. Today these obscure 
films are resurfacing and find- 
ing a market, uncut and un- 
mangled, on video. Immoral 
Tales: European Sex and Hor- 
ror Movies 1956-1984, by Brits 
Cathal Tohill and Pete 
Tombs, is a lavishly illustrated 
compendium which chronicles 
the rise and fall of the sex-hor- 
ror boom. It focuses on six film- 
makers who were instrumental 
in pushing the boundaries of 
the art: Jesus Franco, Jean 
Rollin, Jose Larraz, Jose 
Benazeraf, Walerian Borow- 
cezyk, and Alain Robbe- 
Grillet. It also gives a compre- 
hensive overview of the move- 
ment from country to country 
(Italy, Germany, France and 
Spain). Immoral Tales contains sixteen pages of 
color photos, and over 300 black-and-white shots. 
Indexed by title and name (directors, actors), the 
272-page book makes it easy to get the lowdown on 
anything from France’s haunting Spermula to 
Franco’s Bloody Moon, a wacky slasher flick with a 
disco soundtrack. “They’re [European sex-horror 
films] too low-brow to be considered arty, but too 
intelligent and personal to be described simply as 
Euro-trash. They’re a curious hybrid, milking the 
dynamism of popular literature and comic books, 
combining it with the perverse romanticism of real 
Art.” Published in paperback by St. Martin’s Press, 
Immoral Tales costs $17.95, payable to: St. Martin’s 
Press, 175 Fifth Ave., New York, NY 10101. 
7 € 

If you've got a nose for strange comics, you might 
want to take a look at Devlin Thompson’s 133 
Noses and a Baby. The eight-page pocket-sized book- 
let features cartoon drawings of... well... 133 
schnozzes and one baby. Nasal interpretations of 






Derailed genius Jesus Franco, an influential Euro-horror film- 
maker, didn’t quite cut it at the box office with this wacky slasher 
flick, Bloody Moon. 


over seventy artists are represented, including big- 
honker noses, bumpy noses, drippy noses, implied 
noses, out-of-body noses, and Picasso-esque noses. 
133 Noses and a Baby costs 50 cents, payable to: 
Devlin Thompson, No-Mo Comics, 475 Meigs St. #3, 
Athens GA 30601. 
€ 
For every person who wants to sample some 


“forbidden,” adults-only cinema, there are ten com- 
panies out there ready to fill the order. Among them 
is Underground Video, which has published a pro- 
fessionally laid out, reader-friendly, tabloid-style 
catalog to tout their titillating titles. The Enquirer 
concept is clever, with teaser headlines separating 
the video categories: “Physical Fitness Craze Sweeps 
the Nation!” precedes the sexy workout videos, 
while “Crime Wave Sweeps World” indicates the 
women-in-prison film section. They also sell a num- 
ber of sampler tapes, which give prospective buyers 
a taste of what’s available in the video library. (Hach 
sampler tape includes about twenty-five teasers, for 
titles like Revenge of the Virgins, Sleazemania, and 
All-American Strip-Off.) Underground Video offers 
same-day shipping for most non-check orders, gives 
a free exchange to any customers who are dissatis- 
fied—no questions asked—and, as an added bonus, 
they never sell their mailing list to any other com- 
panies. To get a catalog, write to: Underground 
Video, P.O. Box 34070, Los Angeles, CA 90034. 


Reviews by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


pan 


“Alien rip-off” es the “borderline ee David 
Beecroft as a NASA gg : © 
trouble-shooter who 
arrives at an under- 
ground research center 
in Jackass Flats, Ne- 
vada, to find out why 
people are dying. It 
turns out that experi- 
ments in “extended 
deep sleep” for space 
travel have gone awry, 
killing the human 
guinea pigs and allow- 
ing “nasty” monsters 
from another dimen- 
sion into the building. 
“The Thing in the 
desert.” “A cross be- 
tween The Andromeda 
Strain and From Be- 
yond, with a touch of 
Dreamscape.” “A good 
premise, but it’s marred 
by too much paint-by- 
numbers stuff—false 
scares, power failure, 
foggy air, etc.” “This is 
just like any other alien- 
monster-running-around-a-building-killing-people-one-by-one 
movie. They just come up with a new way to drag the creature 
into the situation.” Ten dead bodies. Fourteen breasts. Five 
explosions. Exploding head. Bloody dead rat. Killer monkey. 
Gratuitous intestines on a produce scale. Cast: James Hong 
(“great,” “stinkola” as Dr. Van Fleet), Louise Fletcher (“flat 
and lifeless,” “not bad” as “chain-smoking” Dr. Erhart), Lu 
Leonard (“great” “creature bait” as the cook, Cutter), Frederick 
Flynn (“too stupid to be taken seriously” as bearded mainte- 
nance man Shivers), Maureen Flaherty (“breast actress” as 
“naked sleeping experiment subject” Joanna), Shawn 
Weatherly (“totally wasted” as Dr. Kidwell), Miguel Nunez 
(“nice supporting role” as “token” black computer expert Wiley). 
Writer/Director: J.S. Cardone (“stiff,” “poor character devel- 
opment,” “so-so writing”). [Full Moon/Paramount. 
1989.] Overall rating: 84. 


([\EENAGE MUTANT 
NINJA TURTLES III 


In this “typical American slapstick/fantasy,” a 
“worthy successor” to the original, the turtles get 
sucked back to 17th-century Japan in order to res- 
cue their secretary, the “likeable” Paige Turco, 
who has accidentally swapped places with a Japa- 
nese prince. The turtles end up in a feudal war 
against an evil lord, Sab Shimono, “with an unex- 
plained Englishman thrown in”—the “truly villain- 
ous” “conniving and formidable” pirate Stuart Wil- 
son. Back in contemporary New York, the turtles 
and Turco have been replaced by bodies from the 
17th century—the warlord’s son, Harvey Hayashi, 
and four bodyguards. “Whether you are a four-year- 
old wearing Ninja Turtle underwear or a 40-year- 
old accountant, it doesn’t matter—these movies are 
made just for fun. An arms deal, time travel, comedy, 


Quantum Leap. 





Scott Bakula (left) is a time-travelling amnesiac 
whose only connection to his own world is through 
the lecherous hologram played by Dean Stockwell, 
in the original pilot for the successful TV series 





non-stop kung fu, and giant reptiles—is this a drive-in movie or 
what?” “Basically the same movie as the first two.” “It’s hard to 


= if these — mirror common vernacular or establish it. In 


other words, lots of teen slang.” “The rat/ninja 
master has really dumb lines delivered really 
dumbly.” “The fight scenes are terrific—cho- 
reographed perfectly.” Minority opinion: “Van 
Halen rip-off. Monkees rip-off. Falling downa 
garbage chute to escape—can you say Star 
Wars? Is there anything these guys don’t rip 
off? A samurai war, and nobody dies?” Best 
line: “’m spelunking for pork rinds.” One 
dead body. Seven explosions. Seven Kung Fu 
scenes. Cast: Vivian Wu (“convincing and 
impressive,” “grace and presence” as peasant 
leader Mitsu), Elias Koteas (“tough and 
funny,” “has turned overacting into an art 
form” as Casey Jones/Whit), Corey Feldman 
(“annoying voice” as Donatello), Steven Ho 
(“excellent” as Donatello fight double), Larry 
Lam (“excellent” as Leonardo fight double), 
Ho Sung Pak (“excellent” as Raphael fight 
double), Allan Shishir Indocalla (“excel- 
lent” as Michelangelo fight double), Jim 
Murray (“doesn’t make it” as voice for Splin- 
ter), Brian Tochi (voice of Leonardo), Robbie 
Rist (voice of Michelangelo), Tim Kelleher 
(voice of Raphael). Writer/Director: Stuart 
Gillard (“clear, coherent, mythical,” “very 
good direction”). [Golden Harvest/New Line. 
1992/93.] Overall rating: 83. 


T HE QUANTUM LEAP PILOT 


“Poignantly enjoyable” “honestly unique” pilot for an “in- 
genious” “excellent” TV series starring the “natural” “convinc- 
ing” “mini-hunk” Scott Bakula. Bakula is a scientist who 
develops the “quantum leap” method of travelling through time 
to right wrongs in the past. First he’s zapped into a strange body 
in the year 1956 so that he can correct a “historical glitch.” He 
takes the place of an X-2 test pilot, but then can’t remember 
either of his lives. His only connection with his own world is the 
“great” “lecherous” “skirt-chasing” Dean Stockwell in the 
form of “a holographic image from the future, who tells him bit 
by bit what it’s all about.” Bakula’s job this time is to save a test 

yo | pilot’s life so that the pilot and 
his pregnant wife, the “endear- 
ing” Jennifer Runyon, can 
live into the future. Job done, 
Bakula leaps in time to 1963, 
where he next inhabits the body 
of a minor league baseball 
player for the Waco Bombers 
who must hit a home run. “If 
any show deserves to become 
part of popular culture, this 
one does. I’m glad they dropped 
the voiceover from later epi- 
sodes.” “It’s an interesting 
premise, but the minute the 
God stuff comes in it gets 
mawkish and goes downhill 
fast. The period details and sup- 
porting actors do a good job, 
but the moralizing stinks.” “I 
slightly resent a story that 
deals with travel to change the 


past without at least a token nod to explaining time paradoxes, 
alternative time streams, or parallel universes. Very unsatisfy- 
ing as science fiction.” “Actually many of the unanswered 
questions regarding the project were addressed bit by bit in 
later episodes.” “Stockwell’s wonderful talents as a character 
actor overwhelm this TV stuff.” Minority opinion: “Very, very 
mediocre writing. Reminds me of a rehash of the old Time 
Tunnel series.” Best line: “They’ve got about as much enthusi- 
asm as a ten-dollar hooker.” Two explosions. Cast: John Allen 
Nelson, W.K. Stratton, Newell Alexander, Lee De Broux, 
Hank Robinson (umpire), Patrick Cranshaw (old man in 
stands), Brent Chalem (bat boy), Adam Affonso (young Sam), 
Mike Greenwood (Matt), Bruce Magill (“miscast” as Weird 
Ernie). Creator/Writer: Donald P. Bellisario (“well- 
written,” “good premise”). Director: David Hemmings 
(“really good”). [Universal TV/MCA-Universal. 1989/ 
93.] Overall rating: 81. 


([[HE LAST MAN ON EARTH 


“Excellent adaptation of Richard Matheson’s ‘I 
Am Legend,” starring the “always good” Vincent 
Price as the survivor ofa plague that has killed almost 
everyone and created a “pan-global irreversible plague 
of zombie vampires.” Price gets out a wooden stake and 
starts pounding as he searches for othersurvivors. “It 
really captures the lonely tortured feeling that would 
have to exist in this kind of life—the last man in the 
world, killing deadly beasts by day, hiding from them 
at night, tormented by their nightly visits.” “This same 
story was made into an even worse film in 1971 as The 
Omega Man.” “There is no good reason for the bad 
reputation of this film. It is at least as faithful to the 
book as any other adaptation, and a damn sight better 
than The Omega Man.” “Although it has much less action than 
The Omega Man, Price’s narration and the bleakness of the 
black and white add to the starkness and horror.” “George 
Romero must have seen this a time or two.” “Some claim the film 
has a film noir quality. I think it’s just underlit.” “Price has to 
shore up the spaghetti actors, none of whom are decent. He 
essentially does a one-man play.” “Anne Rice later borrowed the 
idea of zombie-vampires in Interview With a Vampire.” Price 
has the best line: “There was a time I shopped for a car. Now I’m 
looking for a hearse.” Fifty-seven dead bodies. One dead dog. 
Eight explosions. Cast: Franca Bettola, Emma Danieli, 
Giacomo Rossi-Stuart (Ben Cortland). Writers: Logan 
Swanson, William E. Lelester. Director: Sidney Salkow 
(“dull documentary style,” “good”). [Note: “Sidney Salkow” is a 
pseudonym for Ubaldo Ragona.]| [American-International. To 
order, send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, 2201S. Clayton, 
Denver, CO 80210. 1964.] Overall rating: 81. 


D UST DEVIL 
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“Unusual” “brutally graphic” “stunning” “art film with an 
attitude” about a “cannibalistic shape-changing immortal devil” 
who wanders the desert of Southwest Africa, hunting out 
“susceptible” women who want to die, seducing them and 
dismembering them “in style.” The “excellent” Zakes Mokae is 
a Namibian police sergeant who sets out to find this “mythic 
creature” and stop him. “Very original—a new horror mythol- 
ogy instead of more vampires, and a new look as well. It’s more 
like Sergio Leone’s spaghetti westerns than the standard dark 
Germanic look of most horror films.” “Very quietly disturbing. 
It reminds me of voodoo movies like Angel Heart or Buried 
Alive.” “More of a fantasy than a horror movie, although it has 
certain elements in common with Nightmare on Elm Street. For 
some reason it reminds me of something that Dean Koontz 
might have written.” “The mythical basis of the story is never 
clearly explained. A dust devil is a man who is really some evil 
presence trapped in this world who has to kill people to escape 
(or something like that).” “Youjust really don’t care whether the 





characters live or die. This can be all right in a book where more 
thoughts can be heard. It doesn’t work in a movie.” Mokae has 
the best line: “You’ve been watching too many drive-in movies.” 
Nine dead bodies. Four breasts. Six explosions, including ex- 
ploding head. Fingers roll. Arms roll. Beating heart pulled out 
of a chest. Multiple aardvarking. Multiple vehicle crash and 
burn. Gutting. Voodoo Fu. Cast: Chelsea Field (“interesting 
and attractive” as Wendy Robinson), Rufus Swart (“continu- 
ously annoying” as “overbearing but whiny husband” Mark 
Robinson), Robert Burke (“no range,” “one-dimensional mur- 
der,” “bland and wooden” as the Dust Devil), John Matshikiza 
(“narrator who lives in a drive-in” Joe Niemand), William 
Hootkins (Capt. Betman), Marianne Sagebrecht (Dr. 


ee 


member Jay Underwood to enroll in high school, in the goofy 
Disney howler Not Quite Human. 


Leidzinger). Writer/Director: Richard Stanley (“well-writ- 
ten,” “simplistic,” “outstanding”). [Palace/Miramax. 1992/93.] 
Overall rating: 80. 


PRED DWARF IV: CAMILLE, BYTE ONE 


Committee members either loved or hated these three 
“witty” episodes of a “superb” “off-the-wall” BBC comedy about 
“Brit misfits in space”—a human, a “mechanoid,” a hologram, a 
“felinoid” and a “babe” computer—drifting around in the Red 
Dwarf spaceship. In “Camille,” a creature that looks like each 
misfit’s dream girl is brought aboard. In “DNA,” a strange 
machine on a derelict craft converts the android into a human, 
and changes the human into a chicken, then a hamster, then 
alters Lister’s lunch into “a cross between Alien and a plate of 
curry.” And in the “hilarious” episode “Justice,” the crew finds 
a lifepod that contains “either a woman or a psychotic mass- 
murdering simulated human,” then visits “a penal space station 
where crime is impossible.” “This is Star Trek: The Next Genera- 
tion gone haywire!” “Great satire/parody. It reminds me of the 
TV series Quark, starring Richard Benjamin as the captain of 
the garbage scow.” “A 1990’s rip-off of Doctor Who.” “This might 
be a bit confusing for someone unfamiliar with the series, but 
good quality sex for the BBC.” “Their antics bore, snore and 
wore me out.” “Yucky 1950’s special effects.” “This must have 
been written by 11-year-old boys. Replete with bad laugh tracks, 
ripoffs, and puky parodies. Sophomoric, scatological, pitiful 
humor. It tries to be clever, but winds up being locker room.” 
The “outstanding” Craig Charles, a “great straight man” who 
“dresses like a Mongol” as the human Lister, has the best line: 
“The first female company in three million years and I look like 
something that belongs up a whale’s nose.” Three dead bodies. 
Five explosions, including exploding head. Shovel to the head. 
Cast: Robert Llewellyn (“brilliant,” “terrific comic delivery,” 
“fabulous” as “mechanoid” Kryten), Danny John-Jules (“wacky 
and completely over the top,” “reminds me of Little Richard,” 
“narcissistic boob” as Cat, “a conceited life form that has evolved 
from cats”), Chris Barrie (“subdued and condescending” as a 


hologram, Arnold Duke Rimmer), Hattie Hayridge (“snobby 
attitude” as Holly the computer), Judy Pascoe (Mechanoid 
Cam), Francesca Folan (Hologram Cam), Suzanne Ratican 
(Kochinski Cam), Richard Ridings (DNA Computer voice), 
Nicholas Bell (the Simulant), James Smillie (Justice Com- 
puter voice). Writer: Rob Grant, Doug Naylor (“excellent,” 
“interesting story lines,” “hilarious dialogue”). Director: Ed 
Bye (“good”). [BBC/CBS Fox. 1991/93.] Overall rating: 79. 


Ner QUITE HUMAN 


9 6 > 6 ” 


“Corny” “goofy” “squeaky-clean 
“live-action version of Pinocchio” star- 
ring “thick” Alan Thicke as a widower 
and toy inventor who builds a teen ro- 
bot (“just plain awful” Jay Underwood) 
as a brother for Thicke’s “everyday teen- 
ager’ daughter Robyn Lively (“good 
job”). As atest, Thicke enrolls the robot 
in high school, leading to “lots of stupid 
sight gags.” Then unscrupulous toy 
manufacturer Joe Bologna decides to 
steal the robot and sell it to the mili- 
tary. “This reminds me of old Don Knotts 
movies like The Ghost and Mr. Chicken. 
Really stupid. Really boring. Nobody 
even dies.” “Juvenile science fiction in 
the spirit of D.A.R.Y.L.” “I just can’t 
imagine that this kind of Disney na- 
ivete can wash these days. This is basically The Computer Wore 
Tennis Shoes.” “These teenagers are written by people who 
have never even heard of teenagers.” “Disney still doesn’t know 
the difference between an android and a robot. An android has 
a human brain.” “Yeah, right, like any modern robot would be 
caught dead with a circuit board. Think silicone, folks. Is this 
really Disney? Disney’s ripping off its own movies now! What a 
collection of idiots!” “This is Alan Thicke’s movie answer to his 
Thicke of the Night TV show.” Minority opinions: “Good, clean, 
mindless fun.” “I thought this young-teens story would really be 
an ordeal, but I enjoyed it.” One explosion. Cast: Kristy 
Swanson (“generates no G-rated thoughts,” “eternally like- 
able”), Robert Harper (“too pliant,” “insult to the handi- 
capped” as “brain-damaged stooge” Dirks). Writer: Alan 
Ormsby (“simple,” “nice one-liners”), based on characters from 
the book series Not Quite Human. Executive Producer/Direc- 
tor: Steven H. Stern (“decent”). [Disney. 1987/93.] Overall 
rating: 74. 


[Jotiman VS. DEMONIC TOYS 


In this strange combination of characters from three Full 
Moon films, the “annoying demons” from Demonic Toys are 
resurrected in a warehouse, while “great-looking” but “unim- 
pressive” cop Tracy Scoggins, who killed them the first time, 
just happens to be there. So she recruits Dollman, the “always 
entertaining” miniature tough guy Tim Thomerson, who just 
happens to be in town “getting into the pants” of his “dollchick,” 
“wacked-out six-inch nurse” Melissa Behr, the “great screamer” 
who was shrunk by aliens in Bad Channels. All three join to 
defeat the toys. “What do you mean it’s over? Nothing hap- 
pened! No characters, no plot, very little story.” “A good third of 
this movie is flashbacks from Dollman, Demonic Toys and Bad 
Channels. This technique is used as cheap filler for late-season 





Ken Olandt gets a super uniform, 
fights a super-villain, and is super- 
boring in Super Force. 


TV series, but it’s very tacky for a feature film.” “A supposed 
rape attempt by the baby doll is done PG-style. You just can’t 
carry that off.” “Behr can’t act her way out of a Pringles can.” 
Minority opinion: “This unusual pastiche of three very dispar- 
ate films works pretty damn well. The toys are real stars and 
can save any scene just by showing up.” Fourteen dead bodies. 
Six explosions. Exploding bodies. One motor vehicle chase. 
Gratuitous midget. Cast: Paul Salamoff (“a little plastic” as 
Jack Attack), Phil Brock (“standout” as 
“slimy journalist” Collins), K.C. Bates (“re- 
ally great” as drunk bum), Phil Fondacaro 
(Ray Vernon). Writer: Craig Hamann 
(“What the hell was he thinking?”), from a 
story by Charles Band (“no original 
storyline”). Producer/Director: Band (“tight,” 
“below average”). [Full Moon/Paramount. 
1993.] Overall rating: 74. 


S UPER FORCE 


> 6 


“Time-killer” starring “lame” “uncon- 
vincing” Ken Olandt, “delivering his lines 
like a wooden stick,” as an astronaut who 
barely makes it back from a Mars mission in 
2020, discovers his brother has been killed in 
a suspicious car wreck, and enrolls in the 
police academy to avenge his death. He be- 
comes a plain-clothes detective and is given 
“a suit of armor endowed with near-invinci- 
bility” by a police scientist, “standout” Larry B. Scott, an “ex- 
street punk turned genius.” (“The uniform’s chief ability seems 
to be that it makes bad guys jump and fall down in slow motion, 
and would be a hit at a leather bar.”) Olandt ends up as a 
“moonwalking vigilante” fighting “wonderful” “transcendental 
mobster” G. Gordon Liddy, who “shamelessly chews scenery” 
as a “sell-out kind of a yakuza bad guy” trying to destroy the 
United States with terrorism. “An embarrassingly pitiful at- 
tempt at capturing some of William Gibson’s Cyberworld.” “This 
is a condensed version of several episodes of a failed syndicated 
TV series.” “Robocop meets Knight Rider—a gimmick movie.” 
“Why is it called Super Force when it’s only one guy?” “If this is 
the hero of the 21st century, we’re all in a lot of trouble. It takes 
him three minutes to aim his missile launcher. He never even 
gets a shot off until the movie is over.” “The only interesting 
aspect of cheesy attempts to depict the year 2020 is that the 
police force is largely women in leather mini-skirts and heavy 
makeup.” “One or two interesting scenes, but generally less 
realistic than Deep Space Nine.” “Olandt always has that ridicu- 
lous smirk on his face, so you can never take him seriously. Yet 
he’s not really clever enough to seem naturally witty.” Seven 
dead bodies. Six explosions. One motor vehicle chase. Head- 
butting. Spitball bombs. Heads roll. Kung Fu. Flamethrower 
Fu. Cast: Patrick Macnee (“aak!,” “very professional,” “two 
minutes of screen time” as E.B. Hungerford), Lisa Niemi 
(“wooden” as Capt. Frost), Marshall Teague (“plays a jerk to 
perfection” as Frank Stone), Walter Cronkite (news an- 
nouncer), Cec Verrell (“looks great in stockings and garter 
belt,” “likeable” as “near-psychopath” “sexy, murderous villain- 
ess” Patty Pretty). Creator: James J. McNamara. Writers: 
Janis Hendler, Larry Brody (“not that interesting,” “soul- 
less,” “cardboard characters”). Director: Richard Compton 





(“pedestrian,” “unoriginal”). [Viacom/MCA- Universal. 1990/93.] 
Overall rating: 73. 
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No one will admit it, but someone’s out there watching ‘Seinfeld’... 


Telephobia Grips the Nation! 


66 never watch TV.” 
I Why do people 
say this? 

Why does everybody 
say this? 

People say this ag- 
gressively. 

I’ve been at parties 
where people ask me 
what I do, and I say, 
“Well, I have this TV 
show.” 

“T never watch TV.” 

They want me to 
know that there’s abso- 
lutely no possibility of 
their ever seeing me on 
TV. I feel like I just told 
them I’m a drug dealer. 

“T don’t use crack.” 

That’s how they 
make me feel. 

But what I wanna 
know is, if 95 per cent of the population never 
watches TV, why are beer companies wasting so 
much money on commercials? Somebody’s watching 
this stuff. 


Bulldada 5: poLpEr AND 
BIGGER THAN EVER BEFORE! 


As well as reveiwing your favorite zines, 
Bulldada also reviews a very rare ED WOOD 
Soft-core film; 

Reviews CRUMB (and refuses to kiss his ass) 
Showcases costuming and furry fandom; 

News from very odd quarters; 

Also: more thing:s about 
Oklahoma City Bombing that 
don’t add up. 


Expanded to 28pp, slick, fwo color magazine. 
Only $3.00 Sample Issue, 

$12.00 4-issue Sub 

Write to: S.E. Mills 


Yendie Boox Publishing, Inc. 
P.O. Box 80204 
Indianapolis, In 46280-0204 


"Checks, Money order’s 0.k. 
Make them out to Yendie Boox 
Publishing, Inc. 
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Did you know that one night in 1955, more than 
60 per cent of the TV sets in America were tuned in 
to the same program? It was Hamlet, as interpreted 
by the New York stage star Maurice Evans. 

I don’t know what’s harder to believe—that 
somebody scored a 60 share, or that that many 
people wanted to see Hamlet. But they were defi- 
nitely not ashamed of watching TV. My late Dad was 
proud of his TV set. He was proud to own a TV set. 
Today people would only be proud if they sold their 
TV sets. 

Even in the entertainment industry, TV is con- 
sidered second class. Talk to an agent, or a manager, 
and ask him who his most famous clients are. He'll 
tell you the names of movie stars, film directors, 
authors. But ask him who makes him the most 
money, and it’s likely to be some gal on Baywatch. 

He’s an agent, right? He’s supposed to be mak- 
ing money, right? He should be devoting most of his 
time to whoever makes the most money, right? 

Even this guy wants you to know that he never 
watches TV. 

I’ve gotten so paranoid about this that I don’t 
even talk about TV anymore. The last time I got on 
a plane, avery attractive woman sat next to me, and 
so, of course, I was anxious to talk to her. When the 
conversation got around to the million-dollar ques- 
tion, and she said, “What do you do?” I played it cool. 
I said, “Well, uh, I’m a writer.” 

“Oh really? I don’t have time to read.” 
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Pray or don't pray in school, but let’s stop arguing about it, okay? 


Rah Rah Rah 


o we have to argue this dang school prayer thing 
| Dae 

Give it a rest, people. 

Please. 

I feel like saying to all the self-righteous Holy 





Rollers out there, “All right, fine. Pray. Pray, goldang 
it. We'll stand over here and wait till you’re finished.” 

Sixty Minutes had a piece a few weeks back 
about the citizens of Pentotoc County, Mississippi. 
When the Supreme Court struck down school prayer 
back in 1962, they just ignored it and went on 
praying in school—until last year, when a student 
finally complained. And now everybody in town is 
outraged, says they're being forced to give up Our 
Way Of Life. 

I say go ahead and give em their school prayers. 
Stop wastin time on this. 

I grew up in a Southern school system that had 
public classroom prayers. The effect of it was to turn 
me off religion. The prayers were phony. They were 
spoken in a monotone. Half the time the teacher 
didn’t know what she was saying. She was repeating 
something by rote. And when we did the Lord’s 
Prayer, in unison, it was like demonic chanting. 
Empty words totally devoid of any real meaning. 

They think this is gonna cause Jews and Arabs 
to turn Christian? 

I’ve travelled to other countries where I’m ex- 
posed to strange prayers. I’ve been in public schools 
in Denmark where they do Lutheran prayers. I 


Amen 


didn’t become a raving Lutheran. I’ve written about 
Pentecostal churches, listened to their prayers, which 
can be really weird. I didn’t start rolling around on 
the floor and talking in tongues. I’ve attended vari- 
ous Passovers. Didn’t become a Jew. Dined with 
families who clasp hands and 
pray before they eat, prayed 
with a Muslim guy in prison. 
I’ve heard all these different 
prayers, and, for the most part, 
they didn’t affect me one way 
or the other. I just thought, 
“Okay, this is interesting. 
These people need to say this 
right now.” 

So I think just being in the 
room with somebody who’s 
praying doesn’t do much to 
your psyche. 

But I think there’s another 
good reason to let the Holy 
Rollers have their school 
prayers. 

It’s the main thing that 
exposes their hypocrisy. 

They pray so that other . 
people will see them praying. 

Jesus said to do it in the 
prayer closet. He said it’s the Pharisees who do it out 
in the open, to get attention, to be “seen of men.” 

So let the Pharisees have their little ritual. The 
kids in the class will see what’s going on. You can’t 
fool them as easily as you can grownups. 

The people in Pentotoc County, Mississippi, by 
the way, finished one of their outdoor rallies to save 
school prayer by singing “God Bless America.” 

A song written by Irving Berlin. A Jew. 

They can’t even bees their straight. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

“Let the People Speak” 
sure said a lot. 

Let the people speak. 
There are no “buts.” Couldn’t 
be more clear. Except when 
they’re in the audience and 
someone else is trying to 
speak. Then they should shut 
up and let the speaker speak. 
So, sometimes people shouldn’t speak even if they 
want to. Well, maybe there are some “buts.” 

Thanks for listening. 

Rich Corak 
Yorktown Heights, N.Y. 
Dear Rich: 

Are you saying that somebody who makes noise 
in order to stop someone else from speaking is a free 
speech advocate? 

In that case, the best free speech advocate of all 
would be the guy who just blows up the auditorium, 
eliminating everyone’s voice except his own. 


Greetings Joe Bob, 

I just had to write and thank you for your 
encouraging words about Even Hitler Had a Girl- 
friend. Even my wife Sarah (who hated the film) felt 
compelled to give it another chance after reading 
your column. 

(Now that I think about it, maybe she’s just 
bitter because I cast her as the ill-tempered call girl 
who kills Marcus Templeton at the end of the 
movie.) 

Thanks again and best wishes always. 

Ronnie Cramer 
Scorched Earth Productions 
Denver 

Dear Ronnie: 

Are you telling me your wife does not put Even 
Hitler Had a Girlfriend on her resume? 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 

I’ve just finished reading your column “I Say It’s 
Fake, and I Say to Heck With It.” Much of the time 
I understand your perspective, but I think you’re 
missing the point of the new bioengineering tech- 
nology. Since high school I’ve spent countless Fri- 
day and Saturday nights watching Fright Night, or 
Chiller Theaters, or whatever the local independent 
stations called it. I’ve seen hosts who belong in their 
stage-prop crypts (maybe all these John Carradine 
lookalikes prove your point about genetic tampering 
after all); ’ve seen enough stage fog to cover the 
entire San Joaquin Valley three feet deep (as if it 
weren't already); ’ve seen movies so bad they re- 
mind me of real life. But in twenty years of B movies 
I’ve never seen a pizza that could deliver itself. 

Think of it. No more surly delivery people un- 
able or unwilling to break a twenty; no more con- 





gealed cheese-like food prod- 
uct; no more gooey crusts, 
indistinguishable from the 
cardboard packing. Imagine 
watching Attack of the Mush- 
room People when the door- 
bell rings, and you come face- 
to-face with life imitating art. 
Only in America, I say, and 
only when we give the scien- 
tists and bioengineers free reign. 

It’s like I always say—without chemicals, life 
itself would be pointless. 

Yours in the hope of “living color.” 

David Cranford 
San Francisco 
Dear David: 

But would the self-delivering pizza eliminate 
the need for those giant cardboard boxes with the 
grease spot in the middle? I’m all for progress, but 
let’s not destroy every trace of Americana. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

In the classic porn flick Flesh Gordon, Whang 
the Perverted sets loose a monster who grabs the 
heroine and says, “I wonder what you would look 
like in black, with your arms and legs off?” That 
monster must run Hollywood now, because Boxing 
Helena has been made to answer that question. 

Could there be some unconscious plagiarism 
going on here? 

Paul C. Cowan 
Pacifica, Calif. 
Dear Paul: 

Nope, because they just cut off her arms and legs. 
They did not dress her in black. 

Boxing Helena is the biggest laugh riot since 
Johnny Got His Gun, isn’t it? 


Joe Bob, 

I decided to rent Fresh Horses. It scared me! 
How can anyone possibly think Molly Ringwald is a 
sex object? Just thinking that someone in America 
agrees with this assumption, makes me almost lose 
faith in “the American way.” Maybe if we keep the 
Republicans out of office, this sort of thing won’t 
happen again. 

Barbara A. Cox 

U.S. Navy 

Rota, Spain 
Dear Barbara: 

You think Fresh Horses is bad. Ever see Betsy’s 
Wedding? 

Stomach sickness bags were invented for things 
like this. 


Dear Joe Bob: 
I’m a political junkie who entered a state of 
enlightenment of how junky politics really is when 
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I tuned into your coverage of the 1992 national 
conventions. You were superb. Truly funny. 

Stumbled on your book, literally, at my favorite 
neighborhood book store where you can also get a 
quick espresso fix. Heady combo. 

By the way, you must have one helluva mailing 
list. Have you ever thought about something along 
the lines of an achy breaky lonely hearts club for 
singles (and married guys who have agreements 
with their wives)? Gee, now that I think about it, you 
could even enroll the geeks with an online network 
through Prodigy. We Americans are such joiners, 
aren't we? 

Anyway, have to get back to the business of 
business. A sense of community is comforting. 

Gail Crane 
Philadelphia 


Dear Gail: 

A singles club for geeks? 

Hell, honey, I don’t need to start that. I been in 
that all my life. 


DNDOOO0000DODoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoooooooOooOoOooOooOooOooOoOoOoooooooooooooo 





Contest #1 


Wes Pierce of Orlando: “Your article ‘Two Rats 
Don’t Make a Wrong’ reminded me of a drive-in flick 
I haven’t seen in quite some time. This flick stars 
drive-in superstars Peter Weller and Shannon Tweed 
as a couple who, along with their children, are 
terrorized by a vicious overgrown rat. I don’t re- 
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member that much about this flick except it had a 
couple of good scenes in it including one in which a 
bum who’s going through some garbage cans is 
attacked by the rabid rat and a nightmare sequence 
in which the oversized rodent bursts out of a birth- 
day cake that Shannon Tweed has made for the kids. 
Also I remember there were lots of close-ups of the 
rat’s slimy claws. Peter Weller turns into a subur- 
ban Rambo towards the end of this flick to hunt the 
thing down. I can’t remember the name of this 
flick, which used to come on the USA Network 
all the time several years ago. Maybe some of 
your many readers can tell me the name of this 
killer rat flick.” 


Contest #2 


Gus Mancuso of Hyatts, Maryland: “In the 
mid-fifties I saw a film about an invasion of 
robot aliens in New York City. It begins with a 
woman getting out of bed and then getting a 
puzzled look on her face. Looking out an open 
window she finds her city street dead silent and 
empty of all people and car traffic. Similarly, all 
radio and TV stations are off the air, so she gets 
dressed and goes outside to investigate. While 
walking backward slowly at an intersection as 
she stares at the empty buildings in disbelief, 
she bumps into a man who is doing likewise behind 
her, which gives both of them (not to mention the 
audience) quite a jolt! While inspecting an empty 
Times Square movie theater, a huge robot suddenly 
crashes through the screen from behind (jolt num- 
ber two). They escape and go on to run into some 
soldiers and come to learn that the city was invaded 
by several of these robots earlier in the morning 
with all but the heaviest sleepers evacuated. While 
this movie is a typical fifties “Aliens versus the U.S. 
Army’ sci-fi plot, it seems to have fallen through the 


cracks and is never shown. Can anyone help?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the August 21 issue, Greg Kushmerek of Watertown, 
Massachusetts, wrote: “I heard something about a really bad 
import from Hong Kong named something like Naked Lesbian 
Killers about chicks who get nekkid and do horrendous emascu- 
lating things to men. The translation is supposed to be awful—and 
it’s subtitles.” 

We received 12 correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 
drawing. And sheis.. 

Valerie Chellis of Columbus, Ohio: “The name of the movie 
is Naked Killer and stars Simon Yum. (I’ve also seen it as Simon 
Yam.) I can’t remember the name of the girl, but she becomes a 
killer after being befriended by an older female professional 
killer. The older woman’s old apprentice then goes after her and 
her new apprentice. Meanwhile, Simon plays a cop on the trail of 
the girl who ends up falling in love with her. It’s actually a little 
more complicated than that, but still a good movie.” 

Additional information came from our 11 runners-up... 

Paul Kazee of Brooklyn, New York: “Current rave Naked 
Killer stars the absolutely stunning-with-a-gun Chingmy Yau 





and the equally easy on the eyes Carrie Ng. This film does have 
lesbian action, male castration, and bad translation in it. Still, 
while it’s not exactly a great movie, I would never characterize it 
as ‘really bad.’ In any case, it’s available from any one of the 
dozens of people who advertise Asian action and exploitation 
titles. While he’s at it, Greg might also want to check out a copy 
of the tongue-in-cheek High Heeled Punishers or Keko Mask (both 
available from Video Search of Miami). The first of these is from 
the director of the classic Female Neo-Ninjas and involves three 
vigilante women who get hired to avenge the honor of several 
sexually abused women. The second title involves a naked female 
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seperate (except for her mask and cape) who battles an evil 
school principal for his horrible mistreatment of the female 
students.” 

David Walker of Chicago: “Naked Killer was made in Hong 
Kong in 1994. Produced and written by Wong Jing. Directed by 
Clarence Fok Yiu-Leung. The cast also includes Kelly Yao.” 

Bob Sheridan of Culver City, California: “Well, I’m here to 
tell you that Naked Killer is a must-see! Joe Bob, I can’t believe 
that you could possibly give this one less than four full stars; it’s 
a drive-in classic, and should be showing on cable teevee twenty- 
four hours a day. You've got plenty of action, aardvarking, 
breasts, masturbation, vomiting, rape, shooting, barbell fu, spin- 
ning camera fu, swimming fu, all kinds of fu—and the world’s 
most mind-boggling subtitles. ’ve seen a lot of HK product; I 
know that the English language is a bit different there (like the 
way England-English and Australia-English are different from 
proper USA-English, only more so), and of course there are 
typographical errors. But the titles in Naked Killer are downright 
surreal. I can’t even repeat any of ‘em; they’re too incoherent to 
remember.” 

Michael A. Fountain of Kalamazoo, Michigan: “This week’s 
New Yorker (August 7) mentions it in an article on the Hong Kong 
film industry. It was made by Wong Jing, described here as ‘a 
squirrely man with large glasses . . . sometimes called the 
Cantonese Roger Corman, because, even in a cinema known for 
its exploitation films, he stands out.’ Not much is new in the 
article’s description of H.K. movies, but the stuff on criminal triad 
involvement in the industry is fairly detailed.” 

B.N. Turbeville of Austin, Texas: “There’s also a Naked 
KillerII. For the true Hong Kong voyeurs, try some of Amy Yip’s 
movies—Robotrix or Sex and Zen. Breast count will run down 
your calculator batteries.” 

Jerome Wilson of Greenbelt, Maryland: “This wild Hong 
Kong movie about teams of killer lesbian thieves has been covered 
extensively in fringe movie magazines like She and Asian Trash 
Cinema.” 

Jesse Hassinger of Syracuse, New York: “You can order it 
(with your birth date, and a signature saying that you’re over 21) 
for $19.95 plus $2.05 shipping plus $1 for video insurance plus 7.9 
per cent tax if you live in Washington, check or money order, from: 
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Threat Theatre International, Inc., P.O. 
Box 7633, Olympia, WA 98507-7633.” 

Also answering correctly were Mike 
Barnett of Riverview, Michigan; Tony 
Higgins of Tigard, Oregon; Michelle Rob- 
erts of Seattle; and Mark Talbot of 
Benicia, California. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the September 4 issue, Robert G. 
Wildow of Grand Prairie, Texas, asked 
about “a late-fifties mad-scientist science- 
fiction movie. A bunch of people get some 
kind of silver metallic solution pumped in 
their veins, and the mad scientist controls 
them like robots with some kind of radio 
transmitter. The people walk around like 
zombies, killing people and getting into 
other mischief. The hero knocks out the 
transmitter and they all fall dead.” 

We received five correct answers, so 
our winner was chosen by drawing. And she 
is .:, 

Nancy Peay of Norman, Oklahoma: 
“The movie Robert asked about is Creature 
With the Atom Brain, a 1955 Columbia 
Pictures film whose story and screenplay 
were written by Curt Siodmak, better 
known for writing the story for the movie 
Donovan’s Brain. Gregory Gay plays a mad 
scientist who creates remote-controlled 
corpses powered by atomic energy. A lumi- 
nous radioactive fluid is pumped into their 
veins and electrodes are implanted in their 
brains. These creatures are used by a gang- 
ster (Michael Granger) to get revenge on all 
those who sent him to jail. The creatures 
are sent out to find the gangster’s enemies 
and crush them to death. The hero of the 
movie is a police lab scientist played by 
Richard Denning, who tries to stop the rash 
of killings by zombie-like creatures with 
glowing ‘blood.’ A police captain (and friend 
of Denning’s family) receives the zombie 
treatment, but no one notices anything odd 
about him until Denning’s daughter discov- 
ers that ‘Uncle Dave’ has dismembered her 
favorite doll. (In fact, no one ever seems to 
figure out that these creatures can be iden- 
tified by the huge scars on their foreheads. ) 
Denning follows ‘Uncle Dave’ back to the 
mad scientist’s lab. While the creatures 
battle the police who have surrounded the 
place, Denning destroys the lab, causing 
the creatures to collapse. At the end of the 
movie, Denning’s daughter receives a new 
doll from ‘Uncle Dave,’ whom she is told will 
be ‘away’ for a while.” 

Additional information came from our 
four runners-up... 

Bill Tully of Scranton, Pennsylvania: 
“Creature With the Atom Brain is okay, but 
even better is Roky Erickson’s song written 
in tribute to this flick.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, Cali- 
fornia: “Creature with the Atom Brain also 
stars Angela Stevens, Harry Lauter, andS. 
John Launer. Produced by Sam (The Man 
Who Turned To Stone, Spooks Run Wild) 
Katzman and directed by Edward L. Unvis- 
ible Invaders, Invasion of the Saucer Men) 


Cahn. Actually the ‘atom brains’ being given 
to the zombies look more like big scouring 
pads.” 

Also answering correctly were Bill W. 
Dalton of Santa Ana, California; and Ron 
Murillo of Pleasant Hill, California. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: 
People all over the world send Joe 
Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it 
away at random, like Robin Hood. 
He doesn’t give it to the first person 
who asks for it. He gives it to the 
first person he notices who asks for 
it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack 
whenever we open the mail. No deal- 
ers. Be specific. If you act like ajerk 
in your letter, you will receive no 
free junk for the rest of your life. 

Posters 

The Abomination a Donna Michelle 
production; Across the Border; Ameri- 
can Me starring Edward James Olmos. 

Videos 

Flirting starring Nicole Kidman; 
For All Mankind National Geographic 
Video; For Richer, For Poorer. 
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Fanzines 


“Very Funny’—Joe Bob. Good Clean Fun. 
Send $1 to: Gene Mahoney, Box 8438, Red- 
wood City, CA 94064. 


Miscellaneous 


Letter parodying evangelists available for 
free. Send long SASE to Box 242, 
Jamestown, KS 66948. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| | 
| | 
| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run ad a second time at half price! 
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